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Summary: 


It's unsettling to operate in an unfamiliar world. 


The redolence of spoiled odor or washed anti-septic no longer 
congested the air. Open space around him filled to the brim. The 
mission was clear but he still felt like something was missing, per 
usual. He narrowed his eyes, silencing his breathing. Closing his eyes 
and welcoming the natural darkness. It was a strange feeling to be 
safe and terrified at once. 


He needed to get used to it, either way. If the mission was to find 
home, he should remember. 


Home was not always so far away. 


. . .Or was it close by? He couldn't remember. 


[OR: Another weirdo turns up and joins The Party. ] 


1. The Boy Who Attacked First 


Author's Note: 
e For um_gross. 
"Always be aware of your senses." 


The Man telling those unforgettable words along the years had 
accumulated a tick in his mind; a reflex. He felt nothing yet 
everything at the same time. It could be adrenaline. He felt his heart 
pound vulgarer to the rhythm of his swift footsteps. The sweat 
bubbling down his neck and into the collar of his robe. Buzzes of 
stings on his right foot. 


He could hear the rough engines of trucks starting and their tires spin 
at the sudden pace. Men in Nature's Colors/Blues (N.C.) shout to one 
another, securing a massive black weapon on their chest. The scream 
of the crossed wire fences when they are open wide. A crack on a 
leafs spine- 


No, that wasn't from him. It was offbeat. 


A tire, more petite than the one's Men in N.C. got into, rolled away 
from a tree trunk's coverage. The Men in Blues are here already! Hide! 
Decision-making was pretty simple in his head. Whatever seems right 
in the moment. A problematic meaning but to him, it was like reading 
a book. He tipped his feet on the exact tree that blocks his figure 
from the Men in Blues vision, balancing on its lifted roots. 


Although he wanted to pounce on his attack, the enemy was already 
too far. His second chance would reveal itself when the Men in Blues 
turn around to go back to The Lab. The Men in Blues. . .was not 
entirely in blue like the others. This one was tinier even with a bunch 
of random colors he has never seen Men in Blues go near. It was 
mixed with Men in N.C. as well. It seemed like a boy. . .like him. 


Still, he couldn't take any chances. 


Whatever the boy saw in his bulky glasses, he retreated back into his 


body warmth and began to squirm back on the thing he rolled in. He 
zipped past the tree that covered him and almost made it to the next 
one. Almost. Taking a big leap to avoid the sounds of crunchy leaves, 
he wrapped his arms tightly around The Boy and yanked them both 
on the ground. 


Soon, The Boy's strength drained towards his legs as they wiggled off 
the ground, pushing weight onto his chest. He coughed once before 
tying his legs over The Boy. He knew people screamed for help when 
they felt scared, threatened, or even tired. Sound drew attention and 
got you in trouble. But covering sound can come with a price. 


He was upset. With a very good reason. Even if that reason didn't 
have much evidence to back it up. However, when the gears clicked 
into place with the vans driving out the fence and the one outside his 
house, the first thing he feared carved in his mind: his friends' safety. 
That included the friends his friends were with. Tucking the 
binoculars into his backpack, he lifted his bike and began rolling 
away from the fence. 


Tuning into a light jog up an elevated hill, his body was compressed 
then shoved into the floor. Panicking with the assumptions of what 
he just saw, he immediately worked his legs to jerk out of whatever 
held him down. His heels digging into the soil and puncturing orange 
leaves. Pride swelled his chest when the person coughed from extra 
weight though it was soon shattered when their legs trapped his. 


Leading to his last resort, making noise, his mind blurred to create a 
new one as a hand slapped over his mouth, its ring and pinkie finger 
securing his jaw shut. Clenching his fist, he drew back his right arm 
into the person's side, who gasped and released him. Now knowing 
someone would follow him, he scrambled to stand up and finish the 
individual's attack. 


When he turned around, ready to throw the next fist, his actions 
blurred at who sat up against the tree. A girl who watched his every 
movement had twigs and leaves weaved in her hair just passing the 
outline of her shoulders. She wore an eerily similar gown as Eleven, 
the girl The Party found in the woods. Eleven, the girl who had 
superpowers. Does that mean she also has powers? 


She swayed against the tree, bracing herself on her feet. An idea, 
possibly rude, greeting Lucas's mind. If Eleven was a girl with 
powers, roaming the woods who the party took in and befriended, 
could he befriend this girl? Two humans with powers protect them 
from what is to come. "Hey," He backed up and lowered himself 
slightly, "Are you okay?" 


The grave expected response was nothing. Comparable to how Eleven 
can't speak much or express emotions accurately. "Who are you?" 


It knocked the air out of Lucas's lungs. The girl could either have a 
lower-toned voice or wasn't a girl altogether. This one was 
distinctive, perhaps more intelligent, so Lucas would play into their 
game and lure them out of it. "Lucas. I have to help my friends right 
now so," He walked over to his fallen bike without turning his back, 
"Are you getting away from the bad men or not?" 


They breathed heavily quietly, attempting to regain oxygen. And 
with a second more, they limped closer to his bike, waiting for 
him. Maybe they don't know what a bike is. "This is a bike, I'll drive it 
and you can sit right behind me once we get out of the woods." 
Walking out together was definitely an awkward experience. They 
treaded behind him as he felt their stares and heard himself 
questioning what he would do. 


Soon enough, they reached a cement road. He hopped on and their 
body was pressed against his back to avoid falling off. That was the 
signal Lucas took to go and save his friends. 


"Th- ba-...are comi-! Get out...there!" 


Three of the party gathered around the walkie-talkie whilst Mike 
strained his ears to listen. "What's he saying?" Dustin shrugged his 
shoulders, "I dunno, he's way out of range." Eleven sat by the table, 
calmly watching them. "Mad hen! Does that mean anything to you? 
Like a code name or something?" Mike shoved him to keep him quiet 
and mindlessly waited for something. 


Suddenly the noise of static grew louder and a breathy voice cut 
through it, "The bad men are coming. Get out of there now. They know." 


It was like how Eleven showed them Will's voice through the same 
walkie-talkie. Mike will address this later but right now, they knew. 
"Stay here!" Warning Eleven, him and Dustin bolted up the 
basement's stairs as they squatted at the living room window. "You 
see that?" Indeed he did, a repair van with an unnecessary amount of 
people coming out of it. 


"Mom." His fingers tapped on the tiled counter. Glancing at his front 
door. "Mom!" She turned her back as a warning and continued her 
phone call. "Mom!" "Can you give me one moment?" She covered the 
audio pick up and glared at him, "Micheal, I'm on the pho-" "Is 
anyone suppose to come to the house to do repairs?" The wrinkle 
forming between her eyes said enough. 


There were no scheduled repairs. 


"No, is something wrong?" A hand gripped his shoulder to yank him 
back, "Mike, we have to go like now!" "If anyone asked where I am, I 
left the country!" Ignoring his mom's worries, he met up with Dustin 
at the back door. "Go!" With Eleven alerted next to them, they trailed 
further to the back of his house and made uncomfortable eye contact 
with the bad men. "Go, go, go, go, go, go, go!" 


Both groups were then on the chase. 


Fear indulged him as the distant screeched of their tires, knowing 
they were coming after them now. They cycled past houses and 
through narrow bumpy roads, "Oh my god! Oh my god!" Dustin 
chanted as they took a shortcut over some random person's lawn. He 
waited for where to go exactly. The bad men could be anywhere. 
"Dustin! Dustin! Do you copy!?" 


Lucas's voice returned to the radio. It was clear that he too 
acknowledged the chase. "Yeah, Lucas, they're on us!" "Where are 
you!?" "Cornwallis!" "Meet me at Elm and Cherry!" Mike turned his 
focus back to the road, now he had proper directions. "Copy! Mike! 
Elm and Cherry!" He took a sharp turn, hoping Eleven held on from 
its force, "Okay!" 


Thankfully the streets weren't far. Drumming of engines sharped 
behind the group. With a quick look, Mike pedaled faster. "Shit!" 


"This way! Come on!" If he crossed over into the pathway between 
Mr. Bowens and Miss. Reynold's house, through the field park, and go 
straight, he could be there in a few minutes. "Hold on." He warned 
Eleven as they slide down the downward-hilled pathway. Obnoxious 
bell ringing bloomed in front of him, "Out of the way! Out of the 
way!" 


At least Dustin was nice enough to warn the girls. 


He saw Lucas coming up on his tail as he answered against the 
cement. Before the question could even form in his head, Dustin was 
already asking it, "Lucas, who the fu-" "Later! Think we lost them?" 
He felt Eleven turn her body and him matching her movements as 
The Party heard those fucking tires screeching. He sucked a breath in, 
"GO, gO, gO, gO, go, go!" 


Dustin seemed to take into the usage of oxygen by shouting his brains 
out as he pedaled. All of them either screaming profanities or 
encouraging them to go faster, Eleven saw the boy who was with 
Lucas, staring at her. She couldn't realize why but didn't pay mind to 
it as he turned behind him, watching the bad men catch up. A 
painfully higher hill, that meant stronger pedaling, a van turned and 
raced towards them. 


With both ways blocked for them, Eleven drowned Dustin's yelling 
and reached her hand out. Feeling the power blend through her 
hand, the van crashed and flipped completely over the kids. Hearing 
it shatter, she didn't process the boys' silence or how she felt a 
pressure surround her back. What she did realize, she was too tired to 
keep a hold of Mike's shirt yet she wasn't falling. 


Still weakened, she made an effort to at least try to hold on. 


He was certain now. 


Seeing 011 at first, he thought she could've been someone else. The 
van flipped. It is her. He didn't know if he should feel relieved or 
cautious. Technically, he's both. Relieved that the group he was with 
had someone else like him and cautious about what they would do 
now. The ground got uneven once again as broken-down vans rusted. 


Warm liquid oozed down his nose slowly for the second time. 
Nothing to wipe it with, he let it drip. 


"Holy. . .fuck- holy shit! Did you guys see that!? What she did to that 
van!?" The Boy's friend tripped over his fallen bike and caught 
himself. "No, Dustin, we missed it." One who helped a tired-looking 
011 sit down, sighed. He got off the seat and backed away carefully, 
enough so he could see if one of The Boy's friends tried to get him. 


"I mean. . .that was- that was-" 


"Awesome." The Boy breathed, "That was awesome." He kneeled next 
to 011 and sighed after a moment. "Everything I said about you being 
a traitor and stuff. . .1 was wrong. I'm sorry." 011's facial expression 
didn't smear, "Friends. . .friends don't lie. I'm sorry, too. . ." He 
couldn't pinpoint what friends meant even hearing The Boy say before 
that they were in danger. "Me too." 011's helper stretched an arm 
out, lending it to The Boy. He stared at it for a moment before 
nodding and accepting it. "Great! You guys finally made up!" Dustin 
walked to The Boy's side, pointing a finger at him, "Lucas! Who is 
that!?" 


Understanding that as much as he was unsure to trust them, they 
were protecting someone like him. They wouldn't give him up to the 
Men in N.C., right? "When I was at The Lab, they ran into me and 
seemed to escape or something. It just happened so fast." "Your nose 
is bleeding. . like El." "They got through the walkie when I was out 
of range." 


It was so strange how The Boy purposely left out how he attack him 
and implied that he helped his friends. "So, you have powers?" "Do 
you have a number on your wrist too?" With a simple and nagging 
non-verbal response, he nodded his head. He had to realize there was 
no one else to turn to except them. She always said if I had a chance, 
take it. 


"Can we see your name?" See his name? Oh, he meant the numbers 
on his wrist. The dull printing on the creases of his veins. That wasn't 
his name. He only knew fragments of the sounds played when saying 
his real name. Almost like a tune. Guards whispered it to avoid him 


from remembering it by repeating it or writing it down. He still heard 
their tongue whilst and their voice drop. 


"Louise. Number 013." 


2. Heal and Be Healed? 


Summary for the Chapter: 
013 knows what Mike doesn't. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


btw when they say "013" or "011" they don't say 
"zero thirteen/zero eleven" just their number name 
(thirteen/eleven) 


"You actually have a name? Do you want us to call you 013? Or 
Louise?" 


Louise couldn't remember the meaning of his name before. Not the 
literal meaning but the meaning people linked to it when it was 
said. People don't count as the Men in N.C. or the Men in Blues. "Any. 

fine." Words weren't directed to him in The Lab yet the 
experimenters noted Louise could piece collectively a sentence and 
break it down into its definitions. 


"Okay, 013, my name is Mike," He gestured to The Boy, "This is 
Lucas," Then back to Dustin beside him, "Dustin, and," He stepped 
aside to show 011 still sitting down on a mini patch of grass, "That's-" 


"011." 


011 looked up at him. He could tell she can't recall him despite the 
number of times they met. . .under certain circumstances. "Love to 
talk later but we need to discuss what The Lab was doing." Lucas 
intervened and bent down to pick up a rusted can and broken sticks. 
"You were the one who went, Lucas, tell us." 


He sat on the dirt with his knees as Dustin, Mike, and 011 joined 
him. He started to piece the sticks together and pointing at them. 
"This is Randolph Road," He impaled the dirt and dragged it aside, 
"Right here. The fence starts here, and goes all the way around." 
Lucas picked up the can and pushed it to the center, "And this is The 
Lab right here. The gate's gotta be in there somewhere." 


Gate. 
Gate. 
GATE. 
GATE! 


No, no, no, no. The Gate's terrifying. He couldn't go back there. He 
won't let them take him back. "Well, who owns Hawkin Lab?" Dustin 
questioned. Louise shuffled in between Dustin and Lucas, still 
standing considering he's in the gown. "The sigh says Department of 
Energy." "Department of Energy? What do you think that means?" "It 
means government. Military." 


Dustin's eyebrows furrowed more, "Then why does it say Energy?" 
Mike clicked his tongue, "Just trust me, all right? It's military. My 
dad's told me before." "Mike's right. There are soldiers out front." 
Soldiers? In the front of The Lab? 013 knew the word front meant and 
he sure knew The Lab. Only the Men in N.C. were in the front. 


Are the Men in N.C. soldiers? 


"Do they make, like, lightbulbs or something?" "No, weapons. . .to 
fight the Russians and commies and stuff." "Weapons. . ." Lucas 
trailed, eyeing his friends. "Oh, Jesus, this is bad." Dustin gasped, 
registering what they're into now. "Real bad. The place is like a 
fortress." "Well, what do we do?" "I don't know but we can't go home. 
We're fugitives now." 


The sound of something slicing through the air, almost to the quality 
of rumbling, caught his attention. Squinting his eyes from the 
unusual bright area, something was in the air. Dustin seemed to 
notice as well, "G-guys? Do you hear that?" Whatever it was, 013 
knew it wasn't good at all. For all he knew, anything that went 
against him was Men in N.C or the Men in Blues. 


Bad. 


"Shit! Go, go, go, go!" The boys started to shove their bikes under a 
really big truck. "It's stuck! Wait!" "Let's go! Come on!" 013 followed 
Mike and 011 as they dashed inside the truck, ducking behind its 


seats. He sharped a turn and tumbled over something like the slow 
sting in his foot shattered into what felt like flames. "Get down!" His 
back was pressed against the stiff thin wall and blood that would drip 
down his nose, pooled under his foot. 


They all looked to the top of the truck despite them not being able to 
see what was in the air, "Mental. I'm telling you." 


013 ventured to stretch his feet closer to him, not ever relishing the 
feeling of being chilled and hauled his feet. His breathing sped up 
like how Lucas hit him in his stomach. "Whoa, are you okay?" Mike 
had lunged at him, trying to look at his foot closer and 013 only 
retracted to the wall. "We aren't going to hurt you; we want to help." 


011 pointed at him, contemplating what to say, ". . .Safe." 


She knew he didn't believe it. The ones who hurt 013 are bad. If 
Mike, Dustin, Lucas, or 011 hurt him,. . .they are bad. Mike said they 
aren't going to hurt him, that they want to help. He eased up and 
timidly nodded for them to see; the pain getting more and more 
uncomfortable. They didn't touch it at first, only looking at it and 
scrunching their face. 


"This is why we wear shoes!" "He doesn't have any, Dustin. He doesn't 
even have regular clothes." "Nevermind," Lucas rolled his eyes, "Does 
anyone have a first aid kit?" He waited for a response from his 
friends, only their silence longed. "So through all of this and no one 
thought oh we could get seriously hurt but we shouldn’t bring a stupid 
first aid kit!?" 


"You didn't bring on either!" 
"I didn't, Mike! No, I didn't!" 


"Well, that's a lot of blood. We need to wrap it at least." Dustin 
rummaged through his bag. "What about the glass? Should we take it 
out?" "And give him an infection? No, we wrap it and wait until we 
get a first aid kit. ..Damn it! I don't have an extra shirt." From all the 
dirt and dust that littered 013's figure, he thought that it was not 
helping the pain on his foot. 


He wiped his cheek from a bigger patch of dust as it started to make 
his skin itchy and tingly. "My bandana. Here," Lucas unraveled the 
thing that rested on top of his head and slowly wrapped it onto 013's 
foot. "Make sure it's tight enoug-" "I know, Dustin." Louise inhaled 
deeply when pressure on the sole of his foot looped around as Lucas 
tied two knots. 


"There, it should be okay. . .for now." Louise turned his foot carefully 
and it returned to a buzz of stings, exceeding every so often, "Thank 
you." Truly, he was thankful for Lucas and everyone else. While the 
thing floated outside the truck, static blemished into words, "Mike, 
are you there? Mike?" Everyone's head twisted to the sound, "You guys 
hear that?" 


"Mike, it's me, Nancy." They scrambled to take out the device from 
Mike's backpack, "Are you there? Answer. Mike, we need you to answer." 
"Is that your sister?" "This is an emergency, Mike. Do you copy? Mike, do 
you copy?" Who's Nancy? Sister? Is she bad? "Okay, this is really 
weird. . ." Lucas grabbed the device before Mike extracted it back, 
"Don't answer it." 


"She said it was an emergency." "What if it's a trick?" "It's your sister!" 
"What if the bad people kidnapped her? What if they're forcing her to 
say this?" "J need you to answer." "It's like Lando Calrissian. Don't 
answer." "We need to know that you're there, Mike--Listen, kid, this is the 
chief. If you're there, pick up." The voice changed to one like the Men 
in N.C. 


" . .Bad Men?" If he was a Men in N.C. or Men in Blues, he'll leave 
right now. Mike shook his head, "No, he's good. He's not with the bad 
people." "We know you're in trouble and we know about the girl." "He 
doesn't know about 013?" "Why is she with the chief?" "We barely got 
013, of course, he doesn't know." "How the hell does he know about. . 


" 
. 


"We can protect you, we can help you, but you gotta pick up. Are you 
there? Do you copy? Over." It went quiet again. "The helicopter is still 
here, what if they land and it's the bad people? We should answer." 
Everyone was deciding at this point until Mike took a deep breath 
and, "Yeah, I copy. It's Mike. I'm here." He looked at each and every 
one of us, including 013, "We're here." 


Time passed since the last time the group contacted the chief. 


Dustin was walking back and forth in the middle of the bus as Mike 
called it and 013 was now sitting on a seat. He had to get help since 
when he tried to stand on his foot, he fell again. Deemed, the group 
said he should walk or stand on it at all. "Will you stop pacing?", 
Mike insisted. "It's been way too long. Do you know what? Maybe 
you're right. Maybe this is all a trap and the bad men are coming to 
get us right now!" 


"It's not a trap. Why could the chief set us up? Nancy, maybe, but the 
chief?" "Lando Calrissian." "Would you shut up about Lando?" "I don't 
feel good about this. I don't feel good about this!" "When do you feel 
good about anything!?" Next thing you know, the group run to the 
front of the bus hearing something. 013 tried to get up to see until 
Dustin pulled him down to duck. "Shit!" 


"Lando." "You think they saw us?" Mike peeped his head out, "Both of 
you, shut up." 


Louise knew they were Bad Men yet they weren't like the others. 
They looked like normal people. Everyone's breathing hitched as one 
pushed the squeaky door open and then there was a loud thud. "Hey!" 
They were hitting someone and everyone got curious who it was. The 
bus door was pushed all the way and a man with a bigger hat stepped 
in. "All right, let's go." 


No one moved and Louise sure as heck couldn't whatsoever. "Let's 
go!" The man yelled before leaving. "Come on. Up, up, up, up." Dustin 
picked 013 up as the group went ahead. Limping down the stairs, he 
kept his arm around the boy. "Into the car, now." The man opened 
the door and moved to the front. Louise pushed himself into the 
vehicle and then it started to move. 


It got dark now and small white dots filled the air, right above 013's 
head. 


The car stopped in front of a house where a woman ran out of, "Mike. 
Oh, my god. Mike!" She grabbed the boy and hugged him, "I was so 


worried about you." "Uh. . .yeah, me too." Being with so many adults 
was stressing 013 out even if there were no Bad Men insight. Dustin 
was still helping him up gingerly. "Is that my dress?" "Let's get inside." 


The adults moved into the house first then the kids. Making it 
through the doorway, Lucas asked, "Is there a first aid kit?" And 
pointed at 013's right foot, "He's bleeding." An elder-looking woman 
looked at his foot, "Oh, sure. I'll bring you some clothes too." "Who is 
he? I thought it was only the girl." The man who helped them earlier 
by the bus jerked his head to 013. 


"He's 013. . .or Louise." Dustin trailed. "When I was coming back from 
The Lab-" "You went to The Lab?" "The fencing of it. I found him and 
yeah." The chief stared at 013 for a moment until the older woman 
came back. "You can shower, change, and then we'll see about that 
foot." She handed him a stack of warm clothes. "Thank you." 


Whilst it was a whisper, a peep, she nodded and smiled. 


Dustin helped him get to the bathroom and turn on the water. 013 
felt like he was watching The Man in His Suit prepare him for testing 
or a send-off. "When you're done, you turn it to the left. Got it?" 
Louise stared at the garments. The more he maintained them, the 
more he acknowledged it. It was obviously someone else's clothes, 
though, he believed he knew who. 


Did he not see him before? 

"013? What is it?" 

It hit him now. 

He placed a hand on top of the knitted sweater, ". . .William." 
“William. . .?” Dustin got confused for a second before it clicked in 
place. "You know Will? You seen him before? Do you think you can 


find him, too?" He flooded him with questions and he gave his 
uncomplicated answer, "Yes." 


The feeling of water run down his body felt. . .okay. It was either no 
water or completely submerged in it back at The Lab. Here, however, 


it was calming. Twigs, dust, and rocks going down the drain. Dustin 
looked happy hearing his answer of Will. Yeah, he knew him. He's 
seen him before in one of his send-offs through The Gate. At first, he 
thought Will was another subject sent in. 


He guessed incorrectly. 


013 knew the consequences of using his powers. Especially with 011. 
She seemed to not recall him, which is fine, and may not know the 
dangers of it. Perhaps, he'll have to let her know. Soon, he turned off 
the water how Dustin showed him and changed into Will's clothes. It 
was rough dark blue pants and a striped shirt. The woman gave him a 
sweater with a zipper in the middle. 


There were long socks and shoes that covered his ankles but his foot 
still hurt. Wanting for the pain to go away, he limped out of the 
bathroom and slowly made his way into the living room where 
everyone was listening to the boys speak. "Let's take a look, shall 
we?" The woman set him on the couch and a younger-looking man 
pulled out a small box. 


"It happened when we were at the bus. I think it was glass or 
something." Mike said as the boys curiously watched. The woman 
hummed, looking at 013's foot. "It's glass but it doesn't look like you'll 
need stitches." She turned around to start aiding the boy. "He knows. 
. ." Dustin blurted out, "About Will." It may be rude but Louise did not 
like who everyone snapped their necks to him. 


Someone grabbed his hands gently and urgently together. He wanted 
to draw himself away and he honestly couldn't do that without 
looking at the woman in her eyes, "Y. . .you know Will? My-my son?" 
She seemed scared just as he always was. "Yes. Met him. . .before 
escape." Her eyes light up, "Do you know where he is? Is he okay?" 


His breathing slowed and shakily rumbled as if someone were 
playing the drums in his lungs, "Upside Down. Alive. . .Danger." "Oh." 
The woman now had tears come down her face and her voice shook. 
"Can you," The younger-looking man played with his fingers, "bring 
him back?" He could if he wanted to. He just shouldn't if 011 was 
going to as well. They'd both be under six feet before either could say 
the location of Will Byers. 


"Yes," 


"Maybe you can look for him with El? Wouldn't it be faster-" "No. Not 
together." He seemed to take offense with it and the chief stepped in, 
"Why not?" "Together. . .dangerous." "Why is it dangerous?" "Same 
power, too much use." The Party cannot promise that they won't bug 
about it later. "Just," The older woman who claimed that Will was her 
son whispered, "Please, find my son." 


El went to the bathroom after she couldn't find his sister's friend and 
his actual friend. 


Mike would be lying if he said he wasn't mad at 013. He cornered the 
boy who stood inaudibly by the table, shoving past Dustin and Lucas, 
"You don't want to help her do you?" He pushed him, catching 
himself beneath his handed-down shoes. "You don't want us to find 
Will, do you?" "Mike, what are you doing?" 013 stood still, following 
Mike, indeed a little upset. 


"She'll die." 


"Oh, and you're going to let her?" At this point, he was shouting and 
throwing his hands in the air. "No, I always healed her." "Healed 
her!? I don't see you doing that right now!" "Mike! Enough!" "Go, 
then! Heal her! Use your powers for once!" "Mike!" He does not care 
if he hurt 013's feelings. His friends were in trouble. 013 wasn't his 
friend, just someone Lucas picked up. Nothing more. His friends were 
011, Lucas, Dustin, and Will. 


011 escaped out of the bathroom instantly from hearing Mike 
shouting, forgetting what she had to say, and sat down back at the 
table. 013 walked next to her and placed a hand on her shoulder, 
"Don't use powers." Was what he said just moments before the lights 
started to flicker and blood trickled down 013's nose. He seemed to 
grow tired as he leaned on the table with his free hand to balance. 


On the other hand, El looked as if she didn't use her powers the entire 
day, she looked energized. "We'll find them," 013 swallowed his 
breath, "In The Bath." "The large water tank? You, kids, went in 
there?" "Yes." The chief turned to Dustin, Mike, and Lucas, "You guys 


like science, don't you? How do we make a sensory deprivation 
tank?" 


"We don't," Lucas scoffed and Dustin finished, "But we know someone 
who might." 


3. Woulda, Coulda, Shoulda. 


Summary for the Chapter: 
Everyone makes it to the end. If you put effort. 


Whoever stated that bullshit statement, you are a 
liar. 


"Uh-huh. . .Uh-huh, how much?. . .Uh-huh. . .Yep, all right. We'll be 
careful. . .Definitely, all right, Mr. Clarke. Yeah, I'll see you on Mon- 
I'll see you on Monday, Mr. Clarke. Bye." Dustin tapped the pencil he 
used to doodle a whole bunch of information on how to make what 
they called sensory deprivations tanks. "Do you still have that kiddie 
pool we bobbed for apples in?" 


Joyce looked at Jonathon, "Uh- yeah, I think so." "Good, now we just 
need salt. Lots of it." Hopper narrowed his eyes, sitting up in the 
chair, "How much is lots?" Dustin glanced down at his paper to recall 
the specific number, "1500 pounds." Nancy blew raspberries, "Wha- 
where are we going to get that much salt?" After a moment of silence, 
Hopper stood up. 


"The school; let's go." 


013 stared at Will's his shoes and socks. He felt as if the ground 
underneath him was oscillating. Like he felt heavier; he wanted to lay 
down. 


They were traditional white while the bandages Joyce put on him 
earlier were tucked inside. The red shoes successfully fit him, 
comprising his ankles, tied securely. 


“Louise?” 


Joyce patted his shoulder. “Yes?” She said his name as if she wasn't 
sure if it belonged to him. I don't know either. “Ready to go?” The 
woman had stayed to make sure he got in safely. 


“Yes.” Both made their way to the car, locking its doors as he felt 
around in the passenger seat, desiring to get comfortable, Joyce in 


the driver. “You said. . .that- uh- you met Will, my boy, in the Upside 
Down?” She raced through the street, keeping a steady pace, 
following Hopper, “What. . .do you think of him? How was he?” 


Throughout the times 013 was there, seeing the mysterious boy 
named Will, was comforting, nerve-racking, and flat-out terrifying. 
Comforting: Knowing another human being and more are alive 
somewhere else. That 013 was not the isolated individual who played 
around in his imagination minds. Nerve-Racking: A possibility that 
they could betray him in any way. 


Flat-Out Terrifying: Either or has the high probability to come across the 
corpse of the human being they once were with. 


Will was the one who hides and protect. When 013 was too tired 
from countless attempts to defeat the Demogorgon, Will urged him to 
continue to go he could rest in peace. Louise likes Will; he liked how 
he keeps going despite being where he is currently. Never gives up. 
And 013, sitting here, technically free, as Will runs through endless 
fields of thorns with low oxygen. 


He needed to save him. 
Will saved him, always. 


"Stronger than me." He leaned against the window, "Than us. Kind, 
very." A yawn tickled his throat, "Miss him." Joyce knew tears came 
down her cheeks, quietly listening to 013, "Miss him?" "Yes," His 
facial expression went sour, "but I hurt him." Now, Joyce had the 
right to be a bit concerned, "Hurt him? How did you hurt Will?" 


013 turned to her, looking as if he were to cry, "He saved me." 


Playing around with the rough threading of ripped cloth. He was 
going to use it to find Will and help 011 to make sure she won't drain 
too much. Hell, he still feels dizzy and was just about to feel bile roll 
off his tongue. If you make a mess, you clean it. He swallowed and kept 
his mouth shut. "Louise! Can you help us!?" Dustin and Lucas were 
trying to get a kiddie pool open. 


He hopped off the bleachers, dragging his feet with spare energy. 
"Pull that side- pull it out- no- pull!" When they let go, it flopped to 
the gym floor, "Son of a bitch! Hate this crap!" "Dustin- pull the 
edge!" "I'm doing that, god damn it!" The trio spent, at the least, 
twelve minutes getting it ready. Mike rolled in with two hoses, one 
on each shoulder. 


"Nancy's controlling the water temperature right now." He unraveled 
them, placing the opening in the pool. 013 got inquisitive and went 
to touch the opening until water sprayed inside the pool. In a panic, 
he dropped the temperature instantly, freezing the water to a 
deformed block of ice. Dropping it, it shattered throughout the 
bottom of the pool as water blended with it. 


"What the shits?" "You just made fucking ice!" "You're not like El." 


Mike's commentary made him look at the boy. "You have other 
powers. More powers." He continued to fill the pool."You said at 
Will's house that you and El had the same power and if you used it 
too much- what? It'll kill her? Would it kill you?" "It will kill us both." 
"Children! Children!" Dustin waved his hands in the air, "Who cares? 
It's fucking awesome! Now fill up the god damn pool!" 


Lucas continued yelling colder or warmer at Nancy until he said it was 
perfect. The double doors at one end of the gym slammed open and 
011 with goggles walked to the edge of the pool, looking at 013, "I 
will help find Will. If you are. . .tired, tell me. Okay?" She nodded, 
grabbing his hand and Joyce's to guide her safely in the water. 


Emerging herself, she began to float, gently squeezing 013's hand. 
013 tied the blindfold, Jonathan gave him, over his eyes. Her 
breathing slowed for a few minutes until she jerked on 013's hand; 
the lights flickering on and off. "What's going on?" "I-I don't know." 
Nancy sat up, clenching her fists with hope, "Is Barb okay? Is she 
okay?" 013 just felt 011 screaming gone. Died. Ripped apart, choked 
to death. 


Gone. 


"Gone. Gone. Gone! Gone!" Nancy slouched backward, covering a cry 
that now moved into uncomfortable pressure around her eyes. "It's 


okay. It's okay. It's okay." Joyce held her calmly "It's okay. We're right 
here. We're right here, honey." It took a few minutes until she was 
able to calm down and switch to Will. ". . .Castle Byers?" 


013 touched the radio as it tuned into static. "Will?" Joyce gasped, 
jumping closer to 011, "You tell him. . .You tell him, I'm coming. 
Mom is coming." 011 repeated the words back, "Your mom. . .she's 
coming for you." Tension built over 013 ears gradually, tuning the 
radio more to clearly find Will's voice, "H. . ." The radio glitched, 
"Hurry." 


"Okay. Listen, you tell him to stay. . .stay where he is. We're coming, 
okay? We're coming. We're coming, honey." Now, 013 felt bile 
overflow his throat, "Mom. . .Hurry, please. . ." He forced himself to 
still find Will's voice even if it was starting to fade out of his reach. 
011 shot up, taking off the goggles and 013 just could not hold his 
mouth shut anymore. 


He scrambled to the side, emptying his stomach. He always hated 
vomiting; the feeling and aftertaste were disgusting. His eyes grew 
watery as he continued to gag and vomit the food that was never 
placed in him. Blood mixed with vomit, forgetting about his nose, 
tears running down his face. Someone was rubbing his back. Louise 
didn't know when the person started doing that. 


Falling on his back to catch his breath, he wiped his mouth and let 
his nose drip. Finding it gross to wipe his bloody nose and his nasty 
mouth. "Oh, you did so good." Joyce wrapped her hand over his 
chest, her other holding onto a crying 011. "It's okay, you both did so 
well." 


011 leaned on Mike's shoulder while Lucas wrapped a towel over her, 
silently rubbing her shoulder. 013 was beside Lucas, leaning back. He 
still felt nauseous but it wasn't as bad as before. Sipping some water, 
he focused to soothe his breathing. "So this fort. Where is it?", Hopper 
dusted his hat. "It's in the woods. Behind our house." Joyce answered, 
"Yeah, he used to go there to hide." 


Hopper walked past him, remotely satisfied with their answers, 
leaving both adults confused. They hurried outside to go after him. 


Time went by. Louise didn't know how much but there was a 
difference. Mike began to shake his leg uncontrollably, looking at the 
gym doors Joyce went out of. It seemed that he had enough and he 
stood up jogging out of the gym. 


"Where is he going?" "Should I know?" Lucas and Dustin dipped into 
an argument. "They're gone." Mike yelled across the gym, "What?" 
"They're gone. Nancy and Jonathon." "They're probably sucking face 
somewhere." "Gross." "No! No way!" "Did they go with the Chief?" "Do 
I look like I'd now?" "No." 011 looked at Mike, "What? Did you see 
them? Do you know where they went?" 


013 nodded his head, "Demogorgon." 


Dustin jumped up, "Son of a bitch! Now what? We're going to die! I 
fucking knew it!" "Shut up! We aren't going to die!" Once again, they 
threw themselves into an argument while Mike was trying to get 
them quiet, "Guys, guys! This is crazy. Yes, I get it, we can't just wait 
around." Lucas raised an eyebrow, "Mike, in case you forgot, we're 
still fugitives. The bad men are still looking for us." 


"Yeah, and we don't even know where your sister is." Mike gestured 
behind him, "El can find them." "Mike, look at her." "Okay, then, 013 
can find them." "He just vomited his food and I'll point out that he 
hasn't eaten anything this we got him." "Look, I still think we should 
stick to the Chief's plan." Lucas agreed, "Exactly, we stay here, keep 
El and Louise out of sight, and keep them safe. That's the more 
important thing, remember? Besides, she's okay. She with Jonathon." 


"Plus your sister is kind of a badass now, so. . ." Dustin shrugged with 
a lopsided grin before walking away. "Where are you going? I 
thought you said to stick to the plan!" "I am. I'm just going to go get 
chocolate pudding! I'm telling you Lunch Lady Phyllis hoards that 
shit." "Are you serious!?" "El and 013 needs to be recharged!" 


"Found it! I knew she was hoarding it! I knew it." Both boys 
commenced loading cans of chocolate pudding into their arms. 
"Yeah." "Always lying, saying she's out. Bald-faced liar." He handed 
one to 013, shuffling in the back, watching them. "Mike, I found the 
chocolate pudding!" "Okay!" 013 wasn't able to figure out how to 


open it and it was sealed so he couldn't pop the air inside. 


"You put your finger under this tab. Which can hurt like a bitch. Then 
you just," It revealed a sticky brown goo. "Ta-da. Chocolate pudding." 
Louise hesitantly began to drink it, savoring the flavor. With one lick, 
he wanted more. Never trying it, he wanted the most of it. Lucas 
must've seen his expression, "Good?" "Yes, thank you." "Come on, let's 
give some to El." 


The three headed back while 013 consumed his second one. "Where's 
Mike?" "Probably taking shit. Anyways," They dumped the cans onto 
the table 011 was sitting at, "This will charge your battery right up. 
I'm telling you it's heaven." She inspected it, pushing the lid as if it 
would magically open. 013 threw his second one don't he table and 
just as he was about to grab the third one, running footsteps behind 
him grabbed his attention. 


"Guys! Guys!" Mike whipped around the corner looking horrified. 
"What? What is it?" 


"They found us." 


013 felt cold. Ice cold. Frozen in place. The Men in N.C were coming 
and they were going to kill him. He and 011. He and Dustin. He and 
Lucas. He and Mike. They were all stuck in one huge school. The Bad 
Men were smart. Smarter than him. "We have to go! Let's go!" His 
wrist was tugged forward and his muscle memory took over, running 
alongside Dustin. 


"Careful! We don't know where they are!" "Shut the fuck up!" Lucas 
seethed. Down a few halls, they all heard doors being slammed open 
and shut. Static of radios going off and the Men yelling orders. "This 
way. Be quiet." He grabbed the railing, bolting down a few steps and 
into another hallway. It all looks the same. Like the woods. 


"How did they find us?" "I don't know but they knew we were in the 
gym." "Lando." "Fuck Lando." They jogged to additional double doors 
until 013 bumped into 011 back, seeing a flash of light fly over his 
feet. "There they are!" "I've got eyes!" "We got them!" A dry gasp took 
his oxygen, already running the opposite way, "Go, go, go, go, go, 
go!" 


"Come on! Run!" 013 zipped past a wooden door and got flashed in 
the eye by a Man in N.C. "Here! Hey! Freeze!" He turned around, 
grabbing 011 hand in the process as she stripped over each other's 
shoes. "Back! Go back! Go, go! Go left!" Louise knew left. He knew 
simple rights and left. But he couldn't do that. 


A click of a loaded gun pointed at him made him freeze again. 


011 was behind him, turned away. He focuses and concentrated to 
get into their heads. Focus on the air that circled in their lungs. He 
converge and froze the air way, compressing it, filling their 
nonfunctional lungs with their own saliva. Hearing the Bad Men 
drown on it and heave. He focused. However, someone else seemed 
to have the exact same idea. 


His vision went black for a moment before his ears rung. His skin lit 
up, responding like wildfire. Everything was painful. The clothes 
seemed to be mini blades, slicing him open. He lost his focus and 
instead fell on his knees to stop what was tormenting him. Whines 
and yelps ripped his throat. Something was crawling out of his eyes. 


An echoing thud made him realize 011 used her powers when he did. 
He was killing the Bad Men and her usage to intervene caused him 
pain. "El? Are you okay?" "Louise, hey, are you okay!? Louise!?" 
"Somethings wrong with them!" "They're drained!" "No, no, no, El 
won't wake up. 013 is in pain!" It burned and stung, exactly how his 
foot was earlier. 


This was just worse. 


Louise was out of control. 


Something was hurting him and Dustin, for the life of him, could not 
figure it out. No one was attacking him. Mike leaned towards El's 
mouth, "She's barely breathing." "We gotta go." "I'll get Louise." "Leave 
them." A voice observant, scaring the three boys to stand up. A man 
with white hair and a suit walked towards Louise and El. "Step away 
from the children." 


"No! You want them? You have to kill us first!" They all jumped into 


protests. "Yeah! That's right!" "Eat shit!" Soldiers behind them 
grabbed them, putting them as hostages. "Oh no! No, no!" "No, no! 
Get off of me!" "Greasy bitch! Let me go!" "Idiot! No!" The man picked 
up El, kneeling beside her. "Eleven? Eleven, can you hear me?" 


She blinked a few times, barely recognizing the one in front of her, 
"Pa. . .Papa?" 


"Yes, yes, it's your papa." He smiled. "Get off of me!" "I'm here, now." 
"Let her go! Let her go, you bastard!" It caught El's attention, 
watching Mike, Lucas, and Dustin being restrained. She saw Louise 
on the floor still in pain, covering his eyes, kicking his feet into the 
ground. "Shh, shh. You're sick. You and 013. I'm going to make you 
well again. I'm going to make you both better. Where I can make all 
of this better, so no one can get hurt anymore-" 


He let go of El, feeling someone on top of him, wrapping their arms 
over his neck. He stood up and his hands went to unravel the 
pressure. The boys saw who it was, so did El. Lousie, blood 
mimicking tears poured out of his eyes along with his nose, was 
strangling the man. He was struggling, presumably tired, but he still 
put an effort to save his friends. 


"Hey!" A soldier pointed his gun at Louise's head. The man grunted, 
running out of air, "Don't shoot!" He slammed his back into the 
school's brick wall trying to get him off. Louise felt the pain and it 
only made him hold on tighter. "Get his ass, Louise!" "Kill the 
asshole!" He joined to encourage his friend. His friend who was 
risking his life to stall for his. 


The man gritted his teeth. Throwing his head back caught Louise off 
guard. He then, once again, slammed Louise into the wall. Only this 
time, it worked. Louise choked with no oxygen, letting go. He swiftly 
crawled away from the man who was trying to grab him until a 
soldier yanked his hair and ripped him away from El. He screamed 
and swung his arm back. 


In Dustin's book, it is fucking awesome seeing a bad man get throw 
across the room, breaking their neck in the fall. 


Still, their victory didn't last. 


Two soldiers, one securing Lousie's legs, the other on his chest, 
squeezing his throat. "Stop it!" "Let go of him, fuckers!" Dustin saw his 
friend thrash to breathe. He clawed at the soldier's face and arms. 
The one on his chest dropped an inch and a sickening crack 
reverberated their ears. Louise screamed and gurgled on blood that 
dripped past his lips. 


"You're killing him! Stop it!" 


The boys witnessed uselessly; Lousie was tired, extremely. His actions 
to protect himself were denied, decreasing in strength. He was too 
exhausted to pick up his own hand anymore. His once cloudy grey 
eyes rolled to the back of his head softly. His blood coloring his hair 
childishly, seeping into the outer range of his ear. His legs relaxed 
whilst the soldiers loosened their grip. 


"You monster! You killed him!" Dustin, Lucas, Mike, and El. All 
watched their friend get killed to save them. Slow and painful death 
where Louise spent his last use of voice, screaming in pain, choking 
on blood. Their chest heaved in anger all 'till the end where Louise's 
lifeless body laid started to bang. Bricks flying out and the wall only 
looked like a bubble from gum about to pop. 


Lights switched to being on and off; their minds dismissing how the 
soldiers let them go. "Blood." "What?" Mike continued to stare at the 
wall then at Louise's body, "Blood." "Demogorgon." The Demogorgon 
ripped the wall apart and screeched its anger at them. Weapons were 
drawn and empty bullets fell to the floor. "Get him!" The man in the 
suit grabbed Louise's body and ran behind the Demogorgon who was 
feasting on one of the blooded ladies. 


"Leave him alone! Let him go!" "Get El!" "They're taking Louise, 
Mike!" Dustin, with no choice, picked up El. Them, watching how the 
man shoved Louise into where the Demogorgon came from. Before 
they could shove another handful of popcorn into their mouth and 
watch, the monster switched its attention to the soldiers who were in 
front of them, shooting. 


"What the fuck!" Go, go, go!" "Come on, come on!" They ran down 
repeating hallways, passing classes where they used to sit during the 
day. Dustin felt El slipping out of his hands. "Shit, shit, shit!" Mike 


opened a classroom door, shoving his way inside, "Shit! Sorry, we're 
almost there. We're almost there!" Lucas closing and locking it behind 
him. 


"Help me! Help me with her!" He lifted El onto a science table, his 
friends holding her head and legs. She held Mike's hand, turned to 


her side. "Just. . just hold on a little longer, okay?" ". . .Louise." 
Dustin panted on the other side, absolutely out of breath, "Louise. . 
.Louise isn't here anymore." He heard her sniff, ". . .Gone?" He'll take 


her voice crack that she was crying, "Yeah, gone." 


"Fuckers killed him." "He put up an amazing fight against the bad 
men. They just got to him first." "But they're dead now. They're gone." 
Dustin looked at the ground, not listening to whatever the hell Mike 
was telling El. Some part of him felt bad to gasp for air, inwardly 
complaining of running out of air when that was what took his 
friend. 


Not even five minutes ago. 


He still couldn't process why he was thrown into where the 
Demogorgon came from, never mind his death. 


The monster screaming kicked his thought train out of its tracks. 
Gunfire continues behind the door as they all backed up from it. The 
thudding of what sounded like bodies collapsing to their defeat by 
the Demogorgon. It went on and on. . .then it stopped. "I-is. . .is it 
dead?" The only thing that answered him was the monster bursting 
through the door, screeching at them. "Go, go, go, go, go, go!" 


"Get the wrist rocket! Get the wrist rocket now!" They all jumbled 
their weapons they once used to joke about as danger stood directly 
in front of them. "Go, go, go!" "Get it now! Take it out now!" He 
snatched Lucas's bag, "Get the rocks, get the rocks, get the rocks." 
Mike screamed in his ear, "Getting the rocks!" "Give me one!" Lucas 
positioned himself. 


"Come on!" "Kill it! Kill it! Kill it!" "Fire! Fire!" It slapped against the 
Demogorgon's bare flesh, not slowing it down one bit. "Another one!" 
Go, go, go!" "Kill it, bastard!" "Kill it now!" He slammed the table. He 
was terrified and angry. "Get, get, get. . .Kill it! Come on!" He 


dropped the rocks over the table, sliding to just give Lucas another 
one. 


"It's not working!" "Make it work!" "Hit him again!" "Kill it!" "Keep 
going! Keep going!" It was getting closer. Closer than Dustin wanted 
it to. Lucas pulled back on his wrist rocket, straining his shoulder 
muscle, then fired. Dustin was about to get him another one though 
he kept his eyes on the Demogorgon who flew away from them. 
Indenting the chalkboard, they use to promptly take notes from. 


Shoving past desks and other school furniture, the boys backed up. El 
walked through them, determined to kill it. "Eleven!" Mike warned. 
"Eleven, stop!" He ran to grab her, pull her away from harm. But she's 
more expeditious than him. Pulling her hand down, he flung 
backward, hitting his back against the floor cabinets. He wanted to 
say something. Tell her to not get killed. 


He couldn't. None of them wouldn't. 


She limped over to them, pushing past exhaustion. Taking one last 
look at Lucas. At him. At Mike. "Goodbye, Mike." A word they taught 
her the first night she came into their lives. A word he dismissed, 
believing they would talk again. 


A word that fed off his actions. 


Raising her arm to kill the Demogorgon once and for all. The boy's 
ears rang and Dusting kept his eyes close. He watched his friend die. 
He was not going to see another go. It screamed swirling with El's 
yelling. Reaching its climax, a rush of wind breezed his eyelashes, 
and it went silent. Hearing only his heartbeat. Opening his eyes, El 
was gone. 


But so was the Demogorgon. 


Only a couple hours after: 


Three boys sat in a hospital waiting room. All with their parents. Two 
snoring soundly on each other, one awake and patiently waiting. The 
door creaked open, Jonathon sighing with a light smile, 


mouthing yeah. Ecstatic, Mike shook his friends awake. "Guys. Guys. 
He's up. Will's up. He's awake." He left the two to glare at each other 
for sleeping in their personal space while he was out the door, zig- 
zagging through the hallways. 


Room 241. 


Finding its door open with Joyce by his friend's side. She moved out 
of the way, "Be careful. Careful with him." Dustin popped his head in, 
"Byers!" Mike hugged Will with a huge smile on his face. Finally, he 
was Okay and he was there. "Move. My turn." Dustin pulled Lucas and 
Mike off, giving his own share of a hug. "Guys, guys." Jonothan 
hanged around in the doorway. 


"You won't believe what happened when you were gone, man." Lucas 
smiled. "It was mental." "You had a funeral." "Jennifer Hayes was 
crying." "And Troy peed himself." Will laughed, "What?" "In front of 
the whole school!" "Yes." Will coughed once before falling into a 
cough attack. He swallowed a few times, catching his breath to calm 
down. 


"You okay?" "It got me. . ." Will looked at them, "The Demogorgon." 
"We know." "It's okay. It's dead." Mike paused, "We made new friends. 
They stopped it. They saved us. But. . .they're gone now." "One's a 
girl. Her name's Eleven." Will's neutral expression twisted to 
confusion, "Like the number?" "Well, we call her El for short." "She's 
basically a wizard." "She had superpowers." Lucas whispered. 


"More like a Yoda." "She flipped a van with her mind and these agents 
were trying to shoot us--" "Yeah, it flipped over us." "And she blew 
their brains out! And blood was pouring out of their faces." "It was 
pouring out of their eyes!" "Agents just started to grab us and stuff! "It 
shot out of the wall!" Will smiled at his friends. Does not seem like a 
fun experience, but their rambling was nice to see. 


"Who's the other friend?" 


It dropped the warm atmosphere instantly. "He. . .he died. Soldiers 
killed him." "Bastard choked him and make him suffocate on his own 
blood after sitting their fatasses in his chest." "He also had 
superpowers." Dustin smiled for a second, "He loves chocolate 


pudding. Ate like three of them." "What. . .what was his name?" Will 
started to dread the question. 


"Louise. Number 013." 
Joyce, still in the room, listening to the advice she was given earlier. 


Don't tell. 


And so, the four boys continued their unnecessarily long campaign of 
Dungeons & Dragons. Will left early as Jonothan purposely picked 
him up to take him home. Dustin and Lucas were laughing and 
wrestling each other still and Mike drifted into thoughts. Hopper 
gathered a few snacks for the road, leaving the ironic Christmas 
Feast. 


He pulled over his pickup truck alongside the road and walked a few 
minutes into the snow-covered woods. At one point, a brown wooden 
box sat quietly with an even layer of snow camouflaging it. He 
kneeled and blew air from his cigarette. Lifting the top up, he dug 
into his pocket. Placing the necessities inside. A stack of Eggos 
packaged in clear wrap, longing its warmth. 


The food item he placed next to it, clattered against the wood. 
Three cans of chocolate pudding. 


He shut the box and walked away, rubbing his hands together so they 
won't get stiff before he could grasp the steering wheel. And so, once 
again, like every other story to end in a cheesy way Chief Jim Hopper 
drove off, away from the woods. Breathing into his heater and 
cigarette, he smiled. It was the first and the last he'd seen. 


Scratch that. 
He'll see again. 


Looking in his rear-view mirror, the box lid opened. A blue airy 
jacket covered a body, ripping apart the wrapping over the Eggos. 
And another one. 


A striped shirt, delicately holding a can of chocolate pudding. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


*Gasps* So, what'dya think? Nevermind that. Louise 
is an OC created by me. 


